Those set our hairs but these our flesh upright.

License my roaving hands, and let them go

Before, behind, between, above, below.

O my America! My Newfoundland!

My kingdom's safest when with one man mann'd.

My mine of precious stones! my empery!

How am I blest in thus discovering thee!

To enter in these bonds is to be free;

Then where my hand is set my seal shall be.

Full nakedness! all joys are due to thee;

As souls unbodied bodies uncloth'd must be,

To taste whole joys.   Gems, which you women use.

Are, like Atlanta's ball, cast in men's views;

That when a fool's eye lighteth on a gem,

His earthly soul may court that and not them:

Like pictures or like books gay coverings made,

For lay-men are all women thus array'd.

Themselves are only mystic books, which we

(Whom their imputed grace will dignify)

Must see reveal'd.   Then since that I may know,

As liberally as to thy midwife show

Thyself, cast all, yea,, this white linen, hence;

There is no pennance due to innocence.

To teach thee, I am naked first; why, then,

What need'st thou have more covering than a man ?
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